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Honor 


Author's Notes: 

Rated adult for violence. 

This is not meant to condone violence of any sort. 

| haven't written anything fictional in a long time. Any previous work is going to be abandoned because | spent a 
long time forgetting my plot bunnies. Hopefully I'll fulfill a wish or two for Ficmas, but don't hold me to it. 

Got the idea for this from the 2007 movie "Klass." It hit me in the feels. 


Also, please, dear moderators, excuse child Dystein's poor spelling. 


11:00. 
The wind howled outside as time slowly passed. Varg glanced up from his watch as Pelle approached him. 


"You got em?" Varg asked, making eye contact with the blonde. Pelle looked at the ground and shuffled his feet. 


"Yep, wasn't hard at all," he replied 
"Good, and the ammo?" 
"Got all | could find, hope it's enough," Pelle said. 


"Let's hope your father doesn't plan on overthrowing the government any time soon," Varg said as he let out a 


nervous chuckle 

Pelle shrugged. "Eh, he's probably got a hidden stockpile somewhere else, itll be fine.” 
I.0 

"Are you sure about this, Varg?" 


‘lm sure, Pelle. Its the only way we'll find justice." Varg said. He bit his lip anxiously. Why had he even suggested 
this in the first place? 


Gym class was over. Another day of basketball. 


"Fucking loser!" Varg quickly turned around and walked toward the commotion. It was Øystein and his group, 
shoving Per into the lockers. Ugh. Same thing as usual. How no one seemed to care, Varg didn't understand. 


"You fucking retard! You lost the game for us, you piece of shit!" Bard yelled and shoved Per's head into the 
wall. Kjetil, Jan, and Jørn laughed as the blonde's head collided with the brick. 


"Maybe that'll give him a fuckin’ clue, huh? He can't get any more retarded than he already is!" Øystein 


interjected. The others’ laughter grew louder and louder. 

Varg wanted to interject but, no, he couldn't just do that. He had waited for years to be in a school where he 
wasn't at the bottom of the totem pole, and he couldn't just throw that away. He at least had Gylve, who was 
well-liked and treated him as a friend. So he just awkwardly chuckled, got changed, and left for his next class. 


In the back of his mind, however, he knew he shouldn't have just stood and watched. That was dishonorable. He 
needed to do something, anything to make this right. 


11:02. 


Varg looked back up from his watch. “They're not gonna eat lunch for another eight fucking minutes. Goddamn, 


why does time have to be so slow?" 


Pelle looked at Varg. "I wish we could go in there already, fuck!" He shuffled his feet and scratched his head 
before passing one of his father's handguns to Varg. 


"Don't worry, it'll come soon enough." 
"Doesn't make waiting suck ass any less." 


11:03. 


Varg scanned the area before turning his gaze toward the ground. Pelle still had the old black shoes. Goddamn 
those fucking shoes. 


"Per! Come here!" Varg shouted, flinging the stairwell door open 

The blonde boy ran down the stairs, not daring to look at Varg. 

"Please, just come here, I'm not going to hurt you!" 

Per stood completely still as Varg descended the stairs towards him. "Please, I'm not going to hurt you like 
they did, and I'm sure as hell not letting you walk home in this weather with no shoes." Varg knew that he 
lived nowhere near the school, from what he overheard from Bystein's posse of idiots. The surrounding 


neighborhoods were too rice for “dirty poor people" like Per's family. 


The blonde stared at the ground. "They were the first shoes I've had that fit my feet.. and Bystein and fucking 


Bard, they know | can't afford new ones.." his hoarse voice trailed off. 


"Those fuckers shouldn't have hacked them up. Here, take mine, I've got another pair at home." Varg bent down 
to untie his shoes. 


"Don't." 
"Per, you're not walking home in the snow. You're gonna get sick. Just take them." 
"Don't worry about me. You're gonna get hurt. They're gonna hurt you too. Don't" 


"L can handle it. Just take the damn shoes, you need them more than | do." Varg pushed the shoes into Per's 
bony hands. 


"L" The blonde stammered. 


"You need them. Take them. I'm Varg, by the way.’ 


Per smiled at Varg briefly before turning and running the rest of the way down the stairs. 


11:04. 


Months and months of planning seemed to fly by. This was the moment Pelle had secretly wanted his entire 


life. Revenge. Something to show them all that he wasn't a coward. He'd prove them all wrong. 


Pelle, as per usual, hid under the bleachers at lunch. No one would bother him there. They hadn't found this 
new hiding place, not yet, at least. 


And then he heard footsteps. Fuck. 


Pelle froze in his spot. He'd have to figure out a new spot, and soon, before Øystein and his friends found him 


again. 
"Per? Are you here?" 


It wasn't Øystein. It was.. was it Varg? The one who gave him the shoes? Fuck. Varg could easily tell Dystein 
about this. So easily. 


"Per? Are you.." Varg's voice trailed off as he glanced under the bleachers. There was Per; his skinny figure 


looked even smaller, hunched over in the dark. 


Pelle looked away. No, he couldn't face Varg. Not like this. He was too pathetic to even enter the cafeteria at 
lunch, and now he had Varg looking for him? No. This wasn't right. 


"Is it okay if | join you?" Varg asked, crouching and setting his tray of food on the ground. His request was met 
only with a barely visible nod. 


"You shouldn't have to hide here, fuck, if anyone should be hiding, it should be those bastards." 


Per turned his head to face Varg. "It's typical, this is usually how this goes. Better to avoid the trouble, | 
guess." He shrugged. 


"This isn't right, Per. Not at all. Have these sick fucks ever paid for any of this? At all?" 


Pelle shook his head in response. No one had ever even stood up for him. Every time he told anyone, he got 
shut down. Bystein was a good kid from a good family, and Pelle? Just a stupid poor fuck with a drunken good- 


for-nothing father who would never amount to anything. 


"God, those idiots piss me off. Fuck. Surprised | haven't gotten the balls to punch one of them in the face yet," 
Varg continued. "Fuck, you know we could just kill them, right? Like... like those kids in America?" 


Pelle glanced at Varg with a light in his eyes that the latter had never seen before. 


11:05. 
Varg couldn't take his eyes off the clock. Not after all this planning. 
11:06. 


He looked at Pelle once again. "Remember, once we're in, no one leaves alive. Except Ted He hasn't done 


anything. And Gylve. He's a good guy." 


Pelle nodded. Ted communicated with two fingers - the right middle finger, and maybe the left if he was in a 
particularly foul mood. He was, if nothing else, the closest thing to a friend Pelle ever had. But Gylve? 


He couldn't forgive Gylve. 


It was a brutally cold winter day, and the river outside of the elementary school had frozen over. Pelle stared 
out the window of the dull classroom, watching the snow falling outside. Perhaps he'd make a snowman at 


recess, assuming Øystein didn't kick it over. Screw him. 


He was distracted by a piece of crumpled paper landing on his desk He carefully opened it to reveal a short 


message. 


"Meat me at the River at resess. | am sory for being mean too you. - Øystein. P.S. Gylve says he is sory too, 


for throwin fod at you.” 


Øystein was sorry? For being mean? And Gylve too? OF course he had to show up. Maybe they could all build 


a snowman. Or maybe skate together. Maybe Pelle would finally have friends for once in his life. 


Recess finally came, and Pelle ran off to the river. He hadn't been this excited for recess ever since Bystein 


had started with the name calling. How long ago was that? Pelle couldn't remember. 


Øystein approached Pelle a couple minutes later, Gylve following closely behind. "Ahoy, twig boy!" Øystein 
hollered. Pelle groaned. Not this again. 


"I thought you were sorry for.." the thin blonde boy was quickly interrupted. 


"Well, | am sorry for being mean, but if you want to be cool, you have to do a dare. A really big dare," Øystein 


said. "Unless you're too chicken, you poo-poo face!" 
"What kind of really big dare?" 
| dare you to.. | dare you to.. Go onto the lake and jump on the ice!" 


Pelle knew this was dangerous; the ice could break and he could drown. But he wasn't chicken, no. He wanted to 


have Øystein as a friend. He wanted so desperately to be cool, and he wasn't chicken 

"But what if the ice breaks?" 

"Its not gonna break, you can't break ice, dummy," Bystein replied "You're too skinny to break it" 

"Just do it!" Gylve said 

"Okay, I'll do its" Pelle said. He took a deep breath, ran toward the river, and jumped as high as he could. 
Next thing he knew everything was cold and wet and dark, and Gylve was screaming, and then there was 


nothing. Just cold, and darkness, and - was that light? It looked like the moon, and it was coming closer and 


closer.. 


Il:07. 
"Please? Don't hurt Gylve or Ted, they've been good to me," Varg said. "We agreed." 


Pelle nodded. He felt bad, but, he still couldn't get Gylve out of his mind. He had gotten in so much trouble, 


thanks to him - and Øystein, of course. 


Next thing Pelle knew, everything was white. He heard a faint beeping noise. What was that? 
"Pelle, you're alive!" his mother cried. 


"Great, thanks to your little accident, we're all here and | have to be sober, you little shit," his father growled. 


"Now, now, not here," his mother turned to reprimand his father before turning back to Pelle. "You should be 
grateful for your little friend Gylve. If it weren't for him, they wouldn't have been able to bring you back." 


"| died?" Pelle asked, his voice barely audible. 


"Yes, Pelle, and itd be better if you fucking stayed that way," his father snarled before storming out of the 


room. "| need some strong shit to deal with this..." 


I:08. Varg glanced back down. Il:09. 
"Are you ready? You left a copy of the video where your mom would find it first, right?" 


Pelle nodded. "She'll be the only one to miss me, maybe my brother. But its better that way, maybe Anders 


will have a better life without me." 
‘My mom'll be better off without me too, less worrying for her. She'll be able to focus on her job and her 


boyfriend." Varg's voice trailed off as he choked back tears. It wasn't time for crying. Any minute now, they'd 


be in the school, in the lunchroom, and their revenge would be complete. 


I1:10. 
The two entered the building. 
One left turn. A right. Another left. 


Loud chatter came out of the lunchroom. Overwhelmingly loud chatter. It grew louder and louder with each 


step. 


The doors to the cafeteria opened, and out walked Ted. Varg and Pelle glanced at Ted, who stared at their 


poorly concealed firearms. 
Ted's eyes went wide, and for once in his life, his immediate reaction did not involve a single middle finger. 
"Leave," Varg said, his voice low and intimidating. "Now." 


Ted bolted down the hallway for dear life. 


Per looked at Varg as the latter placed his hand on the door. "Here goes nothing." 


The cafeteria doors swung open, and the two entered. The chatter continued, until Varg raised his shotgun, 


took aim, and.. 

BAMI 

The joyous chatter turned to screaming. 

BAMI 

A splatter of blood and organs. 

BAMI 

The screaming turned to pleading. Someone -- one of them -- looked into Pelle's eyes, pleading for mercy. 
BAMI 

A handful of people ran out of the lunchroom. 

BAMI 

Trays were overturned amongst the carnage. 

BAMI 

CRASH! 

Someone smashed a window and attempted to crawl out. 


BAM 

"| never did anything to hurt you please don't shoot pl." 
BAM 

Another group of people made a break for it 

BAM 


Others hid under the tables, quaking in fear. 


BAM 


More blood, more carnage. 
BAM | 

Payback, at last. 

BAM | 

And then, there was silence. 

BAMI 

Varg.. why?" 

Varg looked down, and saw Gylve. 

He was struggling to breathe. 

BAMI 

‘PELLE, STOP!" 

The cafeteria was left in complete silence, broken only by Gylve's broken gasps. 
"|." Pelle stammered, as Gylve's ragged breathing finally stopped. 

The sound of sirens rang in the background. They grew louder, and louder, and louder.. 
"What have we done?" Pelle whispered, 

"Pelle, |, | don't, | shouldn't have.." 

The sirens grew even louder. 

‘Lets just complete this plan and.. leave it be," Varg said. 

The carnage, the noise, the overwhelming guilt. It was all too much. 
ii 


BAMI 


Pelle was gone, and Varg was left to survey the carnage. The suffering. The pain 
This. This wasn't right. 

He had lost everything. 

So many others had lost everything. 


He had caused all of this, all for some misguided notion of honor. 


